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lovely belles, but I remained
a wallflower.
My complexion and my figure grew clearer and slimmer as
time wore on, but I still had not developed that "sparklinopersonality" I longed for. My case looked hopeless, but as
knew I could not continue through life moping and withdrawn
I began to participate
in high school activities, particularl~
dramatics.
I decided, even though I knew I would eventually
end my existence with a parrot and a black cat, I might as
well make the most of what I had at my disposal.
This new
attitude, of course, gave me the experience I needed.
I made
many grave err ons along this highway, but each error taught me
a little more, until I had a fairly good idea of what this society
I lived in expected of its members.
I was taught that neither beauty nor a magnificent personality is an essential marker on the road of life. Either one
would hardly be a blight on a person's career, but the really
important objective in growing up is realizing that the world
is made up of millions of people and that each one is an
individual being.
Understanding
others and fitting ourselves
into this huge society in whatever place our talents happen to
fill should be the ultimate goal for everyone.
The high school
and college "queens" are usually pretty, but they are also
vitally interested in other people, in what they are doing, and
in what their problems are. Perhaps there is a modern Cleopatra who is beautiful, talented, gracious, and charming.
Perhaps she became so overnight.
In most cases, however, it
takes a great deal of down-to-earth living to become an important part of our great 'society.
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Watermelon Party
Martha Katzenberger

I

shall never forget my first watermelon beach party, which
was held at Myrtle Beach in South Carolina.
The people
with whom I was staying had dug a deep pit in the sand
and had filled it with wood for the campfire, which also served
as the light for the cutting of the melons. vVe sat on blan~ets
spread around the fire ,singing school songs and old .fa:vontes.
The night was dark; there was no moon, only millions of
stars in the vast, appaling space overhead.
The beach at
night is terrifying; you cannot see the surf-you
can only he~r
the thunderous
roar as the breakers pound the sand.
I~ IS
so different at night from the gay, friendly beach of daytime
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with its colorful bathing suits and beach umbrellas and the
shouting and laughter of the bathers in the surf. The friendly,
familiar faces around me were made eerie by the shadows from
the campfire.
During a lull in the gay banter and singing,
the breeze from the south would carry to us snatches of music
from the hurdy-gurdy and distant shouts of laughter from the
crowds en the midway.
Along the shoreline ,stretching
for
two or three miles to the north and south of us, the large
hotels and guest houses shone with hundreds of lights.
They
seemed so cheerful and full of life when you were a part of
them, but so remote at night, viewed from the darkness of the
beach.
There is nothing sweeter than a watermelon grown under
the warm South Caro lina sun; in order to enjoy it fully one
must eat it as we ate it at the beach partly. At first I rebelled
-I could not think of submerging my face in that half circle of
sticky sweetness, but I 180011. learned the technique.
The correct
position is of utmost importance
in watermelon
eating: dig
your knees into the sand and rest upon your heels, so that yeur
clothes will not be soiled by the watermelon juice. After the
second or third piece, I learned to keep the watermelen out of
my ears, and it did net matter if I get my nose in the stickiness.
I happily allowed the sweet juice to run off my chin.
The rinds were tossed into the fire pit when they were
finished, but they did net burn; and when the party was ended,
the pit was filled with sand. The nice part of a watermelon party
is the absence of any clean-up jobs; yet, thanks to the tide,
there is never a trace of a beach party the following day. Since
my first watermelon party on the beach, I have looked forward
each year to the next ene, and my friends at Myrtle Beach plan
one whenever the folks from Indiana are their guests.

